FORBIDDEN JOURNEY

wind which produces these hills raises great columns of sand
that move before it.

The next day it was cold again and with some of the gold-
seekers whom we overtook we burned some bushes to warm
our hands. Li seemed to know the trail and announced that
we should reach his brother's house that evening. He per-
suaded us to gallop over a desert of sand as flat as a hand.
A "black gobi," he called it. After that there came tamarisk
bushes not yet in leaf, a trickle of irrigation water, deserted
fields, some sheep, a yurt . . . We were there.

All would have been well if only the camels, now unloaded,
stayed with us as we expected they would. But no! They
were going back to Dzun and Li informed us that new ones
had to be found. . . . That was a disaster . , .

no